There was little to help Chelsea give birth. Microplasticity done with a bonesaw. Leeches 
sucking snake bites. Speckled coughs, dysmorphia melting down the tongue, auto atrophy. 
There were plenty of reasons why. Premature birth with gray eyes. 

Nelson spread the furls on her prom night dress and she buried her shoulder into the 
open notch of his popped collar. He traced his fingers up her thigh coming to rest on a gun 
holster binding the leg where the slit in her dress was. “Cum me dry.” His service was pleasant 
and Chelsea gave him the Soldier Boy Special or Bitch Stuffer Columbus. Doing half sex 
marathons every day was draining. “Strap yourself in with my cock is packed to keep you safe 
when it deflates.” They didn’t know what to say between pauses so let their bodies do the 
talking.. She had a crooked spine and got abortions so she could walk. She removed him from 
her and spread it to make it easy. Her hand casually slid over him to do as he pleased. She shot 
him off and on again. They could get along just fine in bed. It might work between them. 

He ate all the supper in front of them without sharing. She breast fed Jr with watered 
down milk. The breast implants weren’t working. Bad things don’t go away unless they’re run off. 
Nelson told her to make sure the compliment sandwich wasn’t dry. Jr was assembled in a test 
tube. A lanyard around the key chain kept the baby from taking the set. Nelson's parents 
wouldn’t approve of Chelsea so the introduction was never made. His wife got pregnant when 
she cradled his balls thinking about where the baby would sleep. The porch light overflowed 
with bugs so trick-or-treaters knew they could get candy next to the rotting pumpkin preserved in 
a jar of acid. 

Nelson fired up, shaking the picture of Jesus on the wall and the frame wire cracked into 
the plaster. They were well out of ear shot. Walking away with bloody footprints from a crime 
scene. The silver cross dripped down the wall burning a stain on the carpet. There was an 
unfolded map held in place by a magnum and bullets. Tears slid down Chelsey’s face and 
Nelson kissed her open eyes. They agreed to go to sleep at the same time. “Are you awake?” 
He whispered but the steady breathing that came back told him she wasn’t. Nelson wanted to 
be intimate. He would slap the piss outta her so hard she thought her water broke. Nelson put 
his head to her belly bump that was communicating with dots and swirls. The Earth's crust 
rotates so the monster tunnels underneath can go everywhere. Chelsey’s need for sleep would 
drive her crazy faster than being away from Nelson. They had to perform an abortion before it 
was too late to drown it during baptism.Her vagina was a gateway portal to hell teasing it open. 
Inside the walls were rat and mice incest They left out the back door and when they were gone 
a car went by the only person watching them. Oh great underworld seek reprisal in heaven 
reveal yourself by forming into a host. 

Reflecting on the way things were there was an air of discontent ruminating about him 
like a cloud of fresh feasting flies. A surprise visitor dismounted from his stoop, its nose perched 
and fins flat. Angry red patches of hives in hexagon patterns. The creature crawled onto the 
ceiling and landed where they were sleeping. Chelsea screamed and slashed at the sheets. 
Grabbing onto her foot with its third appendage it hooked an elbow around her neck like cradling 
an arrow in a notch and farted with its armpit. Nelson set fire to the bed mattress. Chelsea slept 
with a retardant blanket. A 24 hour watch split between two people was a little much after all no 
man didn’t have the right to sleep with his wife. 

Nelson was carrying an entire fleet of seamen and Chelsea couldn’t even give him one kid. “Itd 
be nice if you weren’t mad at me! I’ve given you all | got and everything | have isn’t enough.” 


Chelsey sobbed. Nelson looked for something to hit her with and spat in his hand to slap her but 
thought better of it and kept the manhandling to the bedroom. They took off in the convertible. 
Chelsey liked it when the top came off. Nelson liked it when hers did. He must’ve been tossing 
and turning because his seat belt came off. 

At the nightstand there was a pistol and a bottle to help him sleep at night. A symptom of 
multiple personalities is a face on the back of the head. A bead of water boarded down his face 
to lower the fever sleep. Marinating in the stew of trepidation he was free to believe anything 
tortured into madness. Eating packing peanuts with the shell on like a body sewed up with 
drugs. Any crackpot would offer abortions with a coat hanger for breaking into cars. Dr. 
MCdougle was concerned to hear Chelsey was still carrying. He knew a thing or two about 
colonoscopy in relation to constipation. Abortion practice is like a dentist sucking excess liquid 
out with a tube. The procedure was imperfect and it was still born. 

Chelsea had blood between her legs propped up on the dash racing to the hospital not 
stopping for the police to escort them. Slamming on the brakes would throw the baby through 
the windshield. Dr. Mcdougle dilated her cervix and grabbed a hand of birthing matter with a 
latex glove up to his elbows. He took a silly straw to suck the fetus like a rollercoaster. The 
umbilical unfolded like an accordion. She prayed to float above her restraints. Unable to protect 
her nether region Mcdougle could not be pressed with malpractice because of the condom. The 
vacuum inhaled gritty bugs. Scraping what was left with a fingernail he was not considerate to 
practice sexual hygiene. The baby did a somersault inside her breaking a rib that Adam took out 
to make Eve. It was pressing hard enough to perform its own C section. The birth was filmed 
just like the act of making the baby. Her stomach got pumped because of fetal alcohol 
syndrome. He put a bedpan under her and shit the maternity bed. Mcdougle saved both the 
mother and the baby's life. “You’re my favorite doctor.” She moaned as Mcdougle straddled her 
torso pushing down to squeeze out the baby. Flipping through cable channels was a blip like the 
time spent here in relation to the universe suffering from postpartum anxiety, carrying life into 
this cruel world. Hair Lips skin embedded with teeth and nails would make a good story about 
how it ate the good twin. To circumcise a can opener with monthly follows made in advance. 
Nelson threw a wad of cash at the receptionist on the way out who began making change but 
they were already out. 

She felt safe being watched over as they took turns protecting each other from 
somnambulant night terror. “Don’t hate me because I’m beautiful, it’s the inside that counts.” 
She said chopping up shock collar greens. He liked watching her cook to make sure he wasn’t 
being poisoned. When Nelson wanted another bottle he threw the empty one at her instead of 
using it as an ashtray burnt her skin. They couldn't talk without fighting a house at war with 
members of its own hold. Fight for everything but Jr in the divorce settlement. The script is ad 
libbed and impromptu in a court of law there is no coaching.Chelsea hadn't been listening to Jr 
cry because Nelson wouldn't pay it attention. She didn’t need an attitude adjustment, just a one 
for the spine from bending over backwards. 

Suffering in a personal hell Chelsea could suck the devil's dick all she wanted for being a 
whore and didn’t need to be in love for it to feel good. They both wanted to raise Junior 
differently who had an unfortunate private life. “Ten dollars says | can make your boobs jiggle 
without touching them but | ain’t doubling down on that.” Nelson said curious to learn all there 
was to know about breast milk. They put Junior in his cradle and told a bedtime story that was 


about him using his voice reciting words of magic rite. Shoot the breeze at the skeet club. She 
brought Junior toys but he didn’t like playing with them and would regret throwing them away 
when he was older because they were worth a lot of money. She laid tacks out across the floor 
and taught Junior how to walk. He landed on his butt and sprung a leak in his diaper. He had to 
take his shoes off because it was a religious household. Got stuck on cement building 
underground bunkers. 

Dogs' dicks are neutralized to avoid looking at a pink dolphin. Hepatitis A from a pit of 
shit. Disinfection of quarantine pending. A daffodil does not know it is a flower a dumb crow will 
caw that he murdered the others. Jr was told to pass the peas please and not eat them with a 
fork. Point a laser with power to reach the original point. When Jr was overfed he got sick and 
that was better than feeling nothing at all. Fry slowly put the thinking cap on that’s an excellent 
conductor of electricity. Junior rubbed his skull against the bars of the crib causing hair to fall 
out. Monetary value has to come first until progressing from two to three and so fourth. Rifling 
through a strangers trash for make up sponges to rub beneath panty hose. 

Last time on Halloween Junior got candy laced with narcotics and from that point on he 
was hooked. Royals domesticated rabbits in case they ever saw fit to wear a new crown, 
hunting in the king's forest. The porch light was blue indicating a swingers party turned off on 
Halloween as an open invitation for trick-or-treaters. All he had gotten were tricks and no treats. 
There was always next year when he would be let out again. Don’t want to shoot down a UFO 
carrying nukes ahoy. Chelsey was drying up and had to pour water on her milk. The wider the 
river the bigger the drought. She won a prize by entering a code under the cap of a vodka bottle. 
Junior was scared of Santa at the mall until his parents told him it wasn’t real. Diving into an 
empty swimming pool, rubbing shit on the light switch, throwing a half eaten burrito at the 
neighbors window and mooning them. Flushing reusable toilet paper rolls down after a single 
use. Remains so mutilated positive identification isn’t possible. Minimize investigative personnel. 
Chelsey took her leather strap off the chihuahua purse and measured the circumference of 
Junior's head to put a hood on him. The sight of his face was worse than killing a baby ina 
movie. Beam our pleasure sensors up into a ray of light. She enlarged her boobs to help deal 
with the formula shortage. In the event of face melting don’t shatter the mirror to cut it off with. 

Loosening the identity concealer was the last thing they would do. Dad’s only regret was 
a face only a mother could love. Peekaboo they took off the hood and said hello. She hoped he 
never frightened her by disappearing like that ever again. He was easy to single out. Curdling 
snails with salt they must be demons. If the neighbors called the cops she was instructed to 
scream “I like it rough.” Eating ranch off a napkin for recognition. 

Smashing the pipe in the carpet looking for drug crumbs. Don’t get involved in wars 
where people would remember you. Forming a chain over the wall and rolling out. Nelson beant 
his pointer finger over the three knuckles in the direction of his pinky. John is a gift from God as 
well as a man who buys prostitutes. He got an enclosed trailer to tow in the back of the family 
van. Mrs. Piggy meets the cookie monster. Putting a coo-coo clock in a bird cage. The trailer 
was a Safe injection site that takes people where they want to go. Junior had been trapped in 
Chelsey’s belly longer than Captain Nemo took prisoners on the Nautilus. She wanted to have 
more kids to have a favorite to pick. He set out a needle with a heroic dose of water diluted 
ecstasy and told her to say she loved him. They went to an RV campground one night and 
snuck up on a group that were watching a movie projected onto a sex stained sheet. They 


picked up flaming logs and the hatchets used to kindle them. Junior’s mask hid any fear his face 
may portray. Long greasy hair stuck out from underneath. Splinters of stingers and little steps in 
stilettos One happy camper anointed himself with cook out fluid. Hair doesn’t need much help 
burning around an open flame. His companions looked to the self immolation for answers. Out 
of mercy an ax to the neck fountained blood extinguishing the blaze that was swirled and spat 
like wine tasting. Drowning in the blood flooding their lungs he suffocated a worm in the apple of 
the mind's eye. Tearing off their shirts they rekindled the fire and jumped on the rickety shaggin 
wagon. Nelson wasn’t attracted to Chelsey anymore he’d rather fuck a haystack assuming there 
was a needle hidden somewhere, would rather go to the needle exchange than methadone 
clinic. If they could get Junior away from here he may yet still stand a chance. God’s army 
marches on its stomach crawling below the line of fire, be sure to come hungry. Nelson swerved 
on an axle, driving fast and reaching for the clutch with altitude greater or less than the base, 
tracing the dotted line on the road with two tires down, road rash eczema. People were 
shouting at them so he ran them over. When threatened Jr gave the warning to back up that he 
was about to shit himself. 

Drifting donuts in an RV they pursued the news van to get Jr’s face on TV and freak 
everyone out. As a matter of national security the satellites were taken down so the revolution 
couldn't be televised. They balanced on the road divider in the Druggy Buggy. Bowl me over 
seven ten split like legs. Jr had the tourniquet tighten and was fed an IV with Chelsea's breast 
milk to get over malnourishment of bread soaked in hot sauce. The best batches were after she 
had a drink of the giggle juice. She was pumping more with her hands. The suspension systems 
when snapped taunt wouldn't break. With the U-haul behind them they could take first and 
second place when the checkered flag flashed, the dark horse along with most likely to win the 
tournament. Further ahead a line of spikes were laid out and they hit a hobo passed out in the 
gutter taking a detour. The bump made Chesley cry out in pleasure. Nelson was looking for a 
minivan with a family. The dangling brass balls on the trailer hitch along with the Yosemite Sam 
mud flaps did a good job of keeping dust out the ass crack. Caution: wide load. Not having 
respect for authority doesn't nullify its ability to exercise control. Junior bore a striking 
resemblance to the last thing you'll ever see. Hitting the drip button on the IV the trailer swerved 
into a family's minivan that spun out. He was the people's champion in the big leagues and that 
meant chewing tobacco and ibogaine instead of gum and sunflower seeds. Junior's eyes rolled 
back into their sockets and there was no difference in lighting. He could prolong the fight against 
sleep for only so long. The police scanner let him know that they were being tailed but the cops 
couldn’t keep up with speed. 

The next town over wasn't spectacular in any way unless you counted Superman would 
wave on the corner. He pulled over in a superstore parking lot to give the Druggy Buggy a 
permanent resting place on its journey to self-preservation after experiencing immortality. Junior 
was freaking on some Oreos with a gallon of milk stolen. He who thieves needs none. An alert 
was issued on everyone's device and a woman in a household subject to domestic abuse had 
her emergency phone ring. Coming out of the superstore someone had pushed the Druggy 
Buggy down the street and Chelsey screamed "Stop, sneak thief!" One pulled out an eight inch 
knife feeling confident in getting away with murder as well as carjacking. Nelson's tolerance to 
knives had been built up after impaling himself with toothpicks. Junior was old enough to start 


getting into trouble and he was particularly drawn towards ladies, the apple doesn't fall far from 
the tree. Hung like a snake. 


He stomped on the knife man's toes who wasn’t in striking distance, forcing him to step 
in and slapped the blade away with both hands Chelsey clutched where she gave birth. Nelson 
picked up the knife and waved it in front of them like a bag of drugs in front of a crack whore. He 
opened up a breathing hole in one of their necks and put Mcdougle’s silly straw in it. Jr tackled 
one around the knees and his tongue slithered into the sockets and out of the mouth came a 
snake.The rest ran away and were chased down in the Druggy Buggy. The Druggy Buggy 
needed gasoline like an addict that needs fuel. It hit a possum they ate to show JR meat didn’t 
come from a store, grill marks from tire treads. Gold comes from exploding supernovas which 
the sun doesn’t have enough mass for. Buoyant and belly up cosmic soup. Percocet in the 
purse heavy dose to hit thieves with. She stuffed her bra and hushed Junior assuring that he 
wouldn’t go hungry, the black sin of gluttony. Nelson wanted to be seen in public with her so 
everybody could admire what a fine piece of ass was in his possession. Islam headdress 
covering up the ugly. Wet brain farts more gas than a swamp, bleeding butt birthing. Sifting 
goldschlager in a pan. Jr cried, unable to understand what he did wrong, no apology was worth 
hearing him talk. Drowning a fish. The number of times he could eat his own poop was up to 
three. A polaroid picture of JR burst into flames when it came out more demonic than 
developing with red eye glare. Covering shrubs with trash bags emptying out the body parts, a 
gash of thick blood in the snow without a trace, crop circles from frost on the window. Dying from 
old age takes too long. Blinded by black speech using antennas like a bug to see. The love 
doctor resuscitates with mouth to mouth. Litter box in the tub, the toilet flushed and turned the 
shower on. The cat had a cactus for a scratching post. Dehydrated so tears wouldn’t come. 
Racing on a track mark running over speed bumps. An erection to assert dominance. Sex for a 
reason other than to conceive is a waste. Shaking skeleton chilled to the bone. Magic as black 
as the witch's cat. Semis jack knifing down hill into sandtraps. Being beaten with the belt of 
truth. Masterbations not a sin the illuminati wants you to cut your dick off and they worship 
satan. Sewing with a hypodermic needle, if the waitress offers dessert say “yes I'll take you to 


go”. 


Frankenstien walks with arms out because he wants a hug, needing at least ten a day. If 
Jr wasn’t fed before noon it would be forty eight hours since he last ate. He was suffering in the 
heat of the hood, couldn’t go out in public without it or there would be a riot to quell. Flies 
buzzing on a dung pile mistaking his face for one. Taking it off along with the rest of his clothes 
he ran, and had to see what was outside the mask. Nelson had a sword. It was better than a 
gun that would eventually run out of bullets and then the fists would come out. He spun the 
scalp off like a disc then tore out an eye pulling a chunk of brain out through the socket that a 
spider wove a web in. More wheeled around to meet him but he cut into the backs before they 
could come face to face, severing spinal cord. Humiliation with mutilation. He was a 
neurosurgeon with the weapon, lobotomizing the mad. Flesh met steel, whatever was wrong 
with the heads had to be taken out to examine. Unable to understand a man who was talking 
stupid, the sword went through the neck ripping upwards out the top of the cranium for being 
unable to name all the colors in the rainbow. The sword would yield to none slicing through 


bone, this is an imperfect rhyme. At midnight the fighting came to a stop until morning. There’s 
something about a bleary half naked man that wants to be put to bed where there was a 
monster underneath. Liberating souls that were free to reincarnate, Nelson was salivating like a 
monster, giving handicaps to attract challengers, sliding on his knees touching grass like a dirty 
hippie, he was knighting people but forgot not to let the sword slip even though he had a blood 
guard on the handle. He fell into a grove using momentum to keep going, lopping a meathead 
clean off the shoulders, the blade going so fast it cauterized the wound at the source. It wasn’t a 
wooden sword splintering them to death. Sometimes death is better than the pain. The sword 
went to the side and he tucked into a forward roll. Standing back up in his wake were cries for 
help. The art of the sword made simple efficient killing strokes, using two hands to cut through a 
torso. Sewing the fields limbo releasing souls from the middle ground. He looked over the 
carcasses for something he could kill. “Who wants to join my side is winning.” He said with a 
toothy grin. Chelsea was in awe that such a powerful man could make love to her so gently. 
“They made the mistake of trying to fuck me before they knew who | was.” There was nothing 
left to fight, the battle was over and they had won. Walking through the killing grounds he spat, 
had given the warning not to follow the blinding light that took the heat right out the stars it went 
by. 

Taking a look in the pantry there were stairs going down to the cellar. Flipping the light 
switch rats ran off most animals fear fire because they know it can cook meat. The basement 
was a panic room with a TV. “The regularly scheduled programming is interrupted by an 
emergency broadcast for all you who aren’t dead. Do not await rescue, no one is coming. Do no 
overeat due to stress, do not use pain medication except in emergency situations, burn money 
to keep warm while hell freezes over. They’re eating humans out there and are challenging if 
you think they’re crazy enough to eat themselves too. Don’t think twice the boy of wonder is the 
main attraction and tickets are going fast.” 


A stone on the floor came loose and there was the sound of running water. Nelson went 
first, taking the leap of faith that everyone would follow. He didn’t panic, picturing his lungs 
swallowing endless amounts of water, his eyes were open but could see nothing, a tugging 
sensation in his gut told him he was going down. His brain knew there was no oxygen if he took 
a breath. Screaming the taste of crotch fish in his mouth expelling what little air was in his lungs. 
Bubbles around him he shot out of a pipe landing on a bank and shortly after came the rest of 
his family. A leach with a horny beak was sucking on a cut. Other than that there were no life 
threatening injuries. Duct tape someone had used as royal toilet paper for sitting on the throne 
or as a mouth gag floated past. A group of mutants at the bottom of the sewer were watching 
them with eyes moving in independent directions and humps ripping out their shirts. Nelson 
began to communicate with sounds. It was offensive because they could speak English “ What 
they all had in common was seeking shelter from the world above and these natives had 
become adapted to the territory. He and Chelsea only had one child since the first had been 
more than enough. “We will help you but first there is a beast that plagues us. We never follow 
him because we are glad to see him gone. He lives in the foulest pit of shit within the catacombs 
and none dare venture there to challenge him. He was made in the devil's workshop. They went 
back to the village where they had a party hunting rats. Stumble across the family The houses 
were sheet metals leaning together put back up after being knocked down by what they called 


Finnster, a cross between an alligator and a shark. There was no point in intricate architecture 
that was constantly in need of repair. A freak in a cage shook the bars of an upside down 
shopping cart. They were shown to the home of an apparently normal couple, the man had 
three testicles and one of the woman's boobs was slightly larger than the other which was 
actually fairly common. Nothing like humbling yourself before Jesus while dropping a deuce, a 
goldfish had been sent down the drain and they had something other than rats. God loves 
everyone the same but made us all different. They became high by huffing piss and shit that 
went through a fermentation process. If they died tomorrow at least their last night alive had 
been merry. Nelson asked where the bathroom was and was told to do business anywhere. 
Finnster came back every three days to feed again. Pound Cake is an aphrodisiac. Jr went to 
check on the defenses while Nelson kept his own sword. The armory was full with loot from 
bodies, fighting with the weapons of fallen foes. The gas in the sewer was naturally occurring 
and that was dirty warfare. An extended warranty on life guaranteed immortality. The troops 
came together and gave a war cry. A flag with a drawing of Finnster on it was set on fire and 
they were left with a spear. They advanced to the lair, the air grew thick with the smell of rot, 
Chelsea wore next to nothing for agility and Nelson had to remind them to focus. A thud shook 
the walls causing debris to make ripples in the water. A glimmer in the dark could be the oil slick 
of algae. It was Finnster, if he kept eating he would become too big for his home. Attempts to 
suede it over to their side would show vulnerability, the sushi would feed the starving mutants 
even if they did get sick. Feet short and stubby with teeth long and sharp. It didn’t move fast but 
didn’t stop coming. 

Nelson led the charge of men who were so headstrong didn’t wear helmets. Scathing 
against the scales his sword found a sheath. Finnster lept back and Jr’s hammer caught it in the 
jaw dislodging several teeth that could be advantageous if one of them lost hold on a weapon. 
Blood vessels in its eyes burst and it fell crushing a mutant the rest began an onslaught of 
vengeance. Snapping its maw another was eaten but that would be its last meal. Looking for a 
chink a mutant lost his arm stabbing Finnster in the mouth. A lot of the fight was instinctual with 
the fast pacing of it all. A snap of its jaw caught Jr handing his ass to him on a silver platter and 
Nelson put his sword in its belly. A splash of guts fell out along with Jr who had cost too much to 
raise let die. Sadly a lot of veterans commit suicide. “I'll love you now and always Chelsea, | 
don’t need anyone but you to make me happy.” Nelson said looking at her for so long she 
couldn't stand it and gave him a kiss. They were closer than ever and it was still like that even 
after they broke contact. Words had the opposite effect of their meaning so they kept quiet. 
Things hadn’t gone too far, they hadn’t gone far enough. Mamma had a baby and its head 
popped off. 


